DISGRACE   ABOUNDING

him that it 'removed the temptation to wander'; I know too many
Hungarians who long to wander. But the peculiar beauty and
abundance are there. The abundance lies in the land, although it
often does not yield the men who till and plough it enough to
eat. The beauty lies in those Hungarian suns and skies, in those
endless plains, as featureless as the ocean itself, in the charm that
the people can so effortlessly exert, when they will.

These things are always with you, when you are in Hungary,
The others do not so consistently obtrude themselves on you,
especially if you are a foreigner; you have the good things of
Hungary and do not feel the bad ones.

I was glad that I had, for a little while, lived in Hungary, and
that I was able to see and feel and do so much in that short time.
It was long enough to get the feel of the water, I did not ftrid the
people incessantly thinking about their frontiers, hating Czechs,
They wanted the great landlords to be forced to relax their grip
on the land, the Jews to be forced to relax their grip on the cities,
They wanted to live as freemen. But their ruling class, while
paying a little lip-service to these longings, actually did next to
nothing about them, and once again sought to divert the thoughts
and emotions of the people from these things by an incessant
campaign about the injustice of the frontiers and the iniquities
of the Czechs. Once again, the great game of politics between the
big powers seemed likely to bring in its trail success for the ruling
class in Hungary, at any rate for a time.

Meanwhile, I lived in that quiet and secluded corner, watched
the great conflict from my sheltered alcove, enjoyed to the full
my Hungarian days and nights. This was only a respite, I knew,
a noontide rest upon the grass, in my eventful journey through
Insanity Fair, but a pleasant one, that I shall never forget*